74            THE TALE OF  BEOWULF

The fierce wolf, the hateful, who found him at

Hart

A man there a-watching, abiding the war-tide;
Where to him the fell ogre to hand-grips befell;
Howe'er he him minded of the strength of his

might,                                                       1270

The great gift set fast in him given of God,
And trowed in grace by the All-wielder given,
His fostering, his staying; so the fiend he o'er-

came
And bow'd down the Hell's ghost, that all humble

he wended

Fordone of all mirth death's house to go look on,
That fiend of all mankind.     But yet was his

mother,

The greedy, the glum-moody, fain to be going
A sorrowful journey her son's death to wreak.
So came she to Hart whereas now the Ring-
Danes

Were sleeping adown the hall; soon there befell
Change of days to the earl-folk, when in she came

thrusting,                                                    1281

Grendel's mother: and soothly was minish'd the

terror

By even so much as the craft-work of maidens,
The   war-terror   of  wife,   is   beside   the   man

weapon'd,